Ungein was m a state of hysterical excitement He was
in a hurry to reach the frontier He had let himself be
beaten outside Troitsko-Savsk, he had failed to identify
the Red planes, he had lost his grip For the past month
he had had the feeling that he was being towed by a fate
which he had not chosen for himself He did not like it
The last of the camels could not stand the damp Their
swollen feet were incapable of carrying them any farther,
and they had to be abandoned The nights became cool,
humid, and starry The division kept on ascending the
course of the Sclenga The forest gave way to rocks
All trace of any tiack had disappeared The gunners
busied themselves around their teams, but they could not
get the guns along the narrow path
Ungern came along, cursed the gunncis, and told them
to get on with it
The path was bordered on the left by a precipice, and
on the right clung to a wall of lock The guns rolled
along on one wheel, with the other held up over the void
by main foice In two days the division covered less than
four miles
Dunng the evening of the second day a Bunat sorcerer
made his appearance out of a cleft of rock Nobody saw
him coming A reindeer skin, trimmed with bells, fell to
his knees The skin of an owl scivcd him for a hat His
face, all lines and twitches, looked like a nest of vipers
Ungern walked up to him and greeted him The
sorcerer started talking very quickly, foaming slightly at
the mouth The Baron sent foi Tubanov
Translate'' he snapped
Tubanov listened to the sorcerer for a few moments
He hesitated Then he said
'Between ourselves, he's mad *
'Translate '* repeated Ungern, raising his whip
To the south-east/ Tubanov translated, 'she drinks
red tea To the north-east, she drinks chestnut tea
[272]